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And anxious thoughts, within themselves at
strife,

Upbraid the long misspent, luxurious life.

Perhaps, the fickle fair one proves unkind,

Or drops a doubtful word, that pains his mind,,   115

And leaves a rankling jealousy behind.

Perhaps, he watches close her amorous eyes,

And in the act of ogling does surprise,

And thinks he sees upon her cheeks the while

The dimpled tracks of some foregoing smile;      120

His raging pulse beats thick, and his pent spirits

boil

This is the product e'en of prosp'rous love;
Think then what pangs disastrous passions prove;
Innumerable ills; disdain, despair,
With all the meagre family of care*                      J25

Thus, as I said, 'tis better to prevent,
Than flatter the disease, and late repent;
Because to shun the allurement is not hard
To minds resolved, fore warned, and well prepared;
But wondrous difficult,, when once beset,             i#o

To struggle through the straits, and break the

involving net.

Yet, thus ensnared, thy freedom thou may'st gain*
If, like a fool, thou dost not hug thy chain;
If not to ruin obstinately blind,
And wilfully endeavouring not to find                  *^

Her plain defects of body and of mind.
For thus the bedlam train of lovers use
To enhance the value, and the faults excuse;
And therefore 'tis no wonder if we see
They dote on dowdies and deformity.                   HO

Even what they cannot praise, they will not

blame,

But veil with some extenuating name*
The sallow skin is for the swarthy put,
And love can make a slattern of a slut;